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TO MYSELF. 

The soul is like a metal pure, 
It runs like melted gold through mortal veins. 
And shapes itself according to the heart. 
'Tis to a vision sent to man, 
And when this earthly life is done, 
The vision pales — 
To shine again, 
In heaven! 

— Amelie LOiMo/w. 
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"NxvzB have I been bo happy as to-night," 
Baid John Creighton. He was lounging in a 
hanunook on a piazza, while his wife rooked to 
and fro in a great chair and answered : 

"Neither have I," 

"I feel as though something was going to 
happen," he rejoined; "after all my trouhles 
this is too great a calm. But the boys — onr 
toddlekins — aie children to be proud of. Bits." 

Mrs. Greigfaton'a thoughts wandered to the 
room whose windows overlooked the slanting 
roof of the piazza, and she uttered a silent prayer 
of thankfulness. 

The oottagewaa situated close to the river, and 
as the young couple rested in their conversation, 
they could hear the paddle wheels of a steamboat 
plowing the waters of the moonlit waves. 

The morning after this scene everything waa 
changed. Olobulea of water chased each other 
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down the Tfindow-panes. The Tfind tossed the 
rosebuds, threatening to tear them from tho 
parent-bush; while the rain made rivers of tbo 
streets. 

John Creighton awakened from a night of un- 
rest; it was as though he had been asleep for 
years. Great furrows had formed on his fore- 
head from paiu, and his eyes moved restlessly. 

"Ah! the world, the cruel old world; how it 
changes its phases from day to day," Mrs. 
Creighton thought as she watched her husband, 
who had been stricken in the night with an 
alarming illness. 

It is uncharitable, reader, to ask you to pass 
through the days that followed or share tbo 
doubts and fears, or the terrible consciousness of 
death, that seemed to fall over the mind of tho 
patient sufferer. 

A consultation of physicians concluded that an 
operation was necessary. 

"What do the doctors say of my case, little 
woman?" 

"They say there is a betttr chance, dear, if 
you have an operation." 
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''We will take the risk, darling/' he said 
sadly, "and if it is God's wish, I will hare to 
leave you." 
< How little they knew that the knives of the 
learned men would finish what disease had 
begun. In a few days' time John Creighton 
1 passed away. 

During his life, if the little wife felt depressed, 
she would go, like Dora, put her head on her 
husband's shoulder, shed a few tears, then dash 
them away, and be merry again. When death, 
that destroyer of homes, wielded its invisible 
scythe, she stood alone, and cried ''Gone! and I 
am left — left with two little links in the broken 
chain. I must live for their sakes; live for the 
toddlekins I have brought into the world to, at 
best, suffer their share. ' ' 

Lack of funds wrecked the home and Mrs. 
Oreighton went to the old parent homestead. 
She lived there for months, but force of circum- 
stances drove her about, and out in the world; 
with environments torn from her, she had to 
endure many uncomfortable conditions. 

For weeks, that seemed years to the widow, 
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she struggled with her loss, till after several 
months, as though reaction had set in, she longed 
for something to divert her mind, and a bundle 
of letters, found in an old portfolio, will tell you 
how she succeeded. 

In appearance Eita Creighton was slightly 
above medium height. She was not too slight 
to be stunning, or too tall to be cute. Her light- 
brown hair waved back from a well developed 
forehead; her dark eyes were set quite far apart; 
her nose was not unusual; but her mouth was 
perfect, while her whole bearing expressed 
alertness, intelligence, passion and sym- 
pathy. 

Plebeville, N. Y., Nov. 5, 18 — . 
My Deab Kathebine: Never having been a 
widow, you can scarcely conceive the many un- 
comfortable circumstances that such a name 
thrusts upon a sensitive woman. I wore a long 
veil, but laid it aside after six months ; children 
pulled it, vulgar women in public vehicles whis- 
pered "Poor thing, a young widow," and men- 
well, they kept silent, but often looked volumes; 
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SO I put the wretched article away, and thought, 
now no one will know of my widowhood. 

The other day it ooourred to me that there 
might be some way out of my position. Can I 
not find some one, mentally and physically 
strong enough to fight for me and cope with un- 
charitable, narrow-minded people when I have to 
meet them? In answer, Cupid came along with 
his bow across his back, and his arrows in his 
hand and whispered, marry. 

The thought had not dawned on me, natur- 
ally ; but I found on investigation that it had 
occurred to lots of other people. 

The name of widow, by the way, is horribly 
misused, for the comical or gay character in 
every play seems to be a widow. 

Sincerely, Bir^. 

New Tobk, 62 W. St., Dec. 6. 

My Deab E — : Father allows me an income 
now, and I have taken a tiny fiat, at the above 
address. The toddlekins are with me. 

Jack Update called last night and proposed 
(babies and all) to marry me. He says he will 
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love the toddlekins for my sake (it seems so 
very self-saorificing does it not?). The way he 
loves me is that I appeal to his senses, he does 
not care a bit for my mind; it is me, as flesh and 
blood, that he loves, not my inner self. Of 
course I do not love him, so I can reason. It is 
such a short time, however, since I was left a 
(must I write the horrid name) widow. 

Good-night, Bita. 



New York, — W. St., Dec. 12, 18—. 

My Deab K — : If you were only here; one 
can talk so much better than one can write. 
This world seems nothing but a struggle. I 
wonder will the clouds ever break away, and the 
sunshine fall full upon my life again. 

The toddlekins are not quite well, perhaps they 
are going to be ill, but I must not borrow trouble. 
The streets are thronged with Christmas shop- 
pers. It is astonishing how late the social sea- 
son opens in town now. Eeally, though, the 
dear women seem to spend half the summer get- 
ting ready for winter in town and half the winter 
preparing for the summer out of town. 

Sincereb', Rita. 
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New York, — W. St., D60. 14, 18—. 

My Deab E — : It is a gorgeous night; the 
stars look like gems in their clearness. I can 
just see the reflection of the moon on the house- 
tops. I spent the early part of this evening 
alone. The maid — my one and only — went out at 
eight and I tuoked the toddlekins in bed about 
the same time. I felt desperately lonely. If I 
had been a man I would have taken my top ooat 
and hat, and left the domestic hearth for the 
evening; being only a woman I roamed about 
the flat in search of something Satanic. I began 
by burning the brimstone off some matches try- 
ing to light one of a package of cigarettes that 
Jack Update had left one evening, for he calls 
once and awhile. I then poured out some fruity 
sherry into a glass, perched my slippered feet 
under the mantel ledge in true masculine fashion 
and dreamed how I would act if I were a man. 
I filled the room with smoke, and tried to make 
myself believe that I enjoyed it. The door bell 
rang while I was thus in thought. I ran to the 
washstand, dashed some water, then cologne, in 
xny face, and hurried to the parlor door. Horrors I 
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my callers were the Dalgrins. Mrs. Dalgrin 
gave me a terrible bug, tben exclaimed, ''Oh, my 
dear I you have been smoking." I confessed, 
but they shook their heads. They have just said 
good-night and I hasten to write you a few 
lines before retiring to tell you that when I try 
to be real wicked, as Mrs. Grundy would say, I 
am always found out. 

Sincerely, Eita. 

L , Feb. 3, 18—. 

My Dbab K — : Here I am at L . Shortly 

after writing you I was stricken at night, about 
one, with a temperature of one hundred and four, 
with pneumonia. The toddlekins were taken to 
the country, to my mother, and I fought death 
for weeks with my aids, the doctor and nurse. 
I am now rapidly convalescing. I was almost 
carried down here, and helped off the train by a 
nurse. I feel terribly out of my element. I am 
existing in a boarding house. The family would 
not hear of my going to a hotel, they said the 
noise and dress was detrimental to my recovery. 
Never will I forget the night I arrived in this 
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house. The hour was about 5 o'clock ; but being 
winter, darkness had crept on. I was helped out 
of the carriage and led into a very comfortable- 
looking abode. I sank into a large rocker by a 
fireplace where a huge black cat with glistening 
eyes was purring on the hearth. A man with 
shrunken form, and hollow cheeks, came in, and 
laid some pine boughs on the smouldering fire, 
and fiames rose, making his face look ghost-like 
in the glare. The scene was too much for me, 
and I promptly collapsed. I am very much bet- 
ter now though, with the help of a physician, 
but more about the doctor another time. 

Affectionately, Bita. 



., Feb. 9, 18—. 



My Deab K — : In my last letter I said I 
would tell you something of the doctor. Well 
he came to see me, and somehow, as I spoke to 
him I found my manner perplexed and surprised 
him — he says that he will teach me golf when I 
am strong enough. The country here is quite 
level, with forests of tall pine trees, and ground 
of white sand. There are two pretty lakes, and 
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a well-made road rises and falls about the shores. 

The guests of L bask in the sun parlors of 

the hotels, and go out bundled in furs. The 
natives, mentally, are like any other class of 
American yillagers. I have just met a Miss 
Broadside. She is a really beautiful girl, with 
natural Titian hair, azure eyes, and a full red 
mouth, that opens over pearly teeth : she is quite 
tall, with a striking physique. This young 
woman is pure, not because she is pious, but be- 
cause she is ignorant of her own power. 

We are going to follow the hunt some day, 
when I am strong enough to take the drive. 

L is a funny place ; it would amuse you and 

tire you as well, the people are so odd, such a 
curious lot, you know. 

Fondly, Eita. 



-, Feb. 15, 18—. 



Mt Deab E — : I am destined to be disliked 
by some on principle. I am a young widow. 
The other evening I attended a church fair. I 
heard one native say in a stage whisper, as she 
touched another on the arm, "Look at Mrs. 
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Greighton's eyes; they glow like fire, and 
twinkle like the stars, needn't tell me there's a 
steady mind behind them ; if she ain't reckless I 
don't know who is!" 

With Miss Broadside, I walked into the village 
to-day. The doctor jumped from his trap, and 

approached us ; he paid Miss B many direct 

compliments, and so evidently overlooked me 
that I laughed quietly, which exasperated him, 
and he raised his hat and hurried away. 

Will write again soon, Eita. 



., Feb. 18, 18—. 



My Deab K — : It is a day worth writing 
about. The sky never seemed so vividly blue or 
the sun so golden; the air is absolutely pure 
and clear; everything seems radiant; yet with it 
all I am so alone. 

This morning I sat with my embroidery near 
the parlor window and a single woman of some 
sixty summers stood with her back to the fire 
warming her clasped hands, when the doctor 
opened the street door and entered. He bowed 
and passed on to visit a patient on an upper 
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story. *'Well, I wonder which of us the doctor 
was looking so hard at?'' said the woman; ''its 
awfully trying, though, to be a widow, how do 
you manage to console yourself in your loneli- 
ness?" she continued. With the thought I re- 
turned, that, ''It is^better to have loved and lost, 
than never to have loved at all." Ah! Eather- 
ine, how long must I stand on the aggressive, and 
fight my own cause. It is a great pleasure to 
feel that I can trust you, dear, to know that I 
can unburden my poor little heart and my pent- 
up thoughts upon your considerate attention. I 
believe in people so easily though ; when I think 
how many times I have thought men friends, and 
found them only foes in disguise, and how often 
I have confided in women, and had them prove 
false, it almost shatters my faith in human 
nature. Big brother toddlekins saw me shed- 
ding a few tears one night. "What is the mat- 
ter, mother?" he asked. "I feel so helpless, 
dearest," I said. "Well, if I was as old as 
Methuselah, and had the wisdom of Solomon, and 
the wealth of Yanderbilt, I would take care of 
you," he exclaimed. Fondly, Bita. 
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., Feb. 20, 18—. 



Mt DsiB E — : In this letter I must tell you 
of a little incident that happened this evening. 

I went to the hotel with Miss Broadside to 

pay a bill due Dr. Frettiman. We went to his 
office, and a few minutes later he ordered some 
harmless stuff in tall glasses. We all started to 
drink it, when Miss Broadside raised her dainty 
foot to touch the glass the doctor had lifted in 
order to drink our health. Instinctiyely I put 
out my hand to prevent the scene, and with a 
dash the glass fell to the floor and broke in 
atoms. "Well, you have put your foot in it," 
said the physician, looking with disgust at the 
broken fragments. "No, only my hand," I re- 
turned, "my sole is never so uplifted." I then 
laughingly left the room, followed by the irate 
Miss Broadside. Sincerely, 

ElTA. 



■, Feb. 23, 18—. 



Mt "Dear E — : Since the occurrence the 
other evening, I have made up my mind to form 
a society, called the M. of M. 's. Dr. Barkworse 
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should learn every detail of it, and begin a cru- 
sade at onoe. I asked Miss Broadside the other 
day to join, but she said that she liked fast men, 
they seemed so up to date, and daring. She 
would not become a member. I approached Dr. 
Frettiman, and he said, he could not conscien- 
tiously ; therefore, I have not any members yet, 
but hope to find some among the doves and 
dudes. I will write particulars about it later; 
for the present, you must be content to have me 
refer to it as the M. of M. 's. I will be glad when 
the last touch of winter has left us. I think I 
will go to Shoddy Shore for the summer, as I 
have often wanted to see the place. So much 
sickness and sorrow has befallen me that I feel 
like being ridiculously gay. I have just heard 
from the toddlekins ; they are not at all well. I 
may be called to them at any hour. The doctor 
thinks it imprudent, however, for me to leave 
here. Au revoir, Bita. 

, Feb. 28, 18—. 

My Dear K — : Miss Broadside drove me 
out to the hunt this afternoon — she shocks one 
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— but 80 does an electric battery, and her shocks 
produce about the same results. But, do you 
know, I get the credit of being the leader, and 

she the toady. Well, all L was at the place 

for the start; the red coats, in English uniforms 
and American manners, looked very picturesque 
in the frosty air of the first touch of spring. 
The hunters scorned anise-seed bags, and in- 
tended haying a real live fox. I sat beside Miss 
Broadside and surveyed the scene. The saddle 
horses pawed and pranced, eager for the chase. 
The hounds gathered in one corner of the field 
and sniffed the turf. The master of the hounds 
then let out the little fox from its wooden cage. 
The poor animal, so suddenly released from 
bondage, whirled round and round, and the 
greedy hounds, with angry yelps, rushed upon 
it. The poor creature was soon a mass of bloody 
fur. It was to me a sickening sight. I turned 
to Miss Broadside. ''Fiel" I exclaimed, "do 
you call this sport? I call it slaughter 1" 

"Anything as tame as that ought to die," she 
said, giving the horses a lash with her long whip 
that made them rear and plunge. I looked 
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toward the field again ; they had tied a rope to 
the head of the dead fox and the leader was 
dragging it over the fields, while the hunters 
and hounds gave chase. Ah, my dearl it is as- 
tonishing how many people in this world seem 
satisfied with semblances. 

The toddlekins are with mother, you know, 
and I have just heard that they hare the measles. 
The doctor at last says I am strong enough to 
leave here, so I am going to Plebeyille to see 
them to-day. If you do not hear from me right 
away, you will know why. I won't even have 
time to look the doctor up to bid him a last 
good-by; though I wish him well. I feel a little 
curious about Miss Broadside's future; if the 
doctor don't reciprocate her affections soon, she 
will certainly give her hand to the first present- 
able man. She is just in that frame of mind. 
Her theme is men and matrimony. If I could 
only find my ideal. However, millions would 
not have any temptation for me, without the 
qualities within the man. He must be a person 
that I can respect and honor. 

Lovingly, Bita. 
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Plebevillb, June 1, 18—. 

My Deab K — : My neglect in not \vriting 
yon is almost unpardonable, but the toddlekins 
have had a long siege of sickness and I have been 
getting a slim wardrobe ready to go to Shoddy 
Shore. What in the "world I am going to do 
there, I am sure I do not know, as I am re- 
stricted by my purse strings. I am not going 
there as a woman of fashion, however, but one 
with a fashion glass, yet my impressions will, of 
course, be most amusing. Half a dozen single 
women, over forty, have joined my M. of M.'s 
Society. I have not as yet been able to get a 
single man for a member. Some of the clergy- 
men, though, have indorsed the movement. 

Jack Update has written me. In answering 
his letters I am falling into a very bad habit ; 
for I can never do him any good, and it is a fact 
he will never do me any. Dr. Prettiman has 
gone by the sea for the summer, and Miss Broad- 
side has married a man with one foot in the 
grave. Howl pity her; if he should die, she 
would then realize most keenly what people call 
the sins of a widow. Lovingly, Bm. 
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Shoddt Shore, June 12, 18 — . 

My Deab K — : A few days ago I left home, 
and here I am at Shoddy Shore. Baby toddle- 
kins is with me. Big brother wanted to remain 
in the home with the old folks. I came from 
New York by rail. Scarcely had I seated myself 
in the drawing-room car than an acquaintance I 
had not seen in years came on board the train. 
He said, "It is years since I last saw you. 
Where are you bound for?" "Shoddy Shore," 
I replied joyously. "Indeed," he returned, 
"that is an old camping ground of mine, and if 
there is anything I can inform you about, pray 
call upon me. I will help you out of the train, 
if I may, when we reach Shoddy Shore, and put 
you in good hands." "Thank you very much," 
I replied, thinking the while how lucky I was to 
have found even an acquaintance on my way. 

After a journey of fully six hours we reached 
our destination. The wind was redolent with 
fresh sea air, and the cabbies were shouting all 
at once, the names of the different hotels. Mr. 
De Jay was promptly at my elbow, as I alighted 
from the train, and before I could realize it he 
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had placed my hand luggage in a trap, and as- 
sisted me in also, followed by Baby Toddlekins. 
"To the Batwood> driyer," he said; then turn- 
ing to me added, "I may call, may I not, to find 
out whether you are quite comfortable, if nothing 
more?" ^'Certainly," I replied, bowing cor- 
dially, and told the driver to go on his way. 

The clouds looked threatening; the mighty 
surf rolled up in soft tufts of foam, and fell in 
huge wares against the sea wall. I found the 
Batwood an oblong white building, with a long 
low piazza surrounding its first story, and as I 
approached it I was rather pleased by its air of 
quiet respectability. I will tell you something 
of the people when I next write. 

Faithfully, Bita. 

Shoddy Shore, June 15, 18 — . 
Mt Dsab K — : The air is beginning to tone 
up my drooping spirits. The guests at the Bat- 
wood are a singular crowd. It would, of course, 
take me too long to describe them in detail, so I 
will just write to you of a few that especially 
come under the head of curious creatures. My 



22 THE SINS OF A WIDOW. 

room is on the top floor of the hotel, and the 
rooms directly opposite mine are occupied by a 
Mrs. Lovely, she is related to Mrs. Oreat Scott 
Torrents of Dueport. Mrs. Lovely must have 
been, at one time, beautiful ; there are traces in 
her face of a long past loveliness. Every morn- 
ing, however, remembering that she once had a 
voice, Mrs. Lovelj* begins to practice the vocal 
scale. It is bad enough to hear a prima donna 
practice scales, but when a woman of sixty-five 
makes an effort, it is generally painful ; perhaps, 
though, the woman is practicing to sing beyond 
the skies. Her room looks like a junk shop : the 
walls are hung with gaudy gowns, and on the 
floor lie a mass of crooked -heeled shoes. A lot 
of trashy novels are thrown on the bureau with 
hairpins, powder-puff, and old-time jewelry. 
She continually talks about *'her set" and she 
has already remarked that she cannot understand 
me. There is another widow beside myself in 
this hotel. Poor soul ! she is painfully homely* 
She continually puts forth her religious views in 
public and her bits of scandal for small selected 
groups. The rest of the guests seem to me 
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polished bits of machinery. They rise in the 
morning and eat; go down to the sea and bathe; 
thence to the Oasino to drink, and back home to 
eat, sleep, and talk. The men generally find 
something to say; but the older women often 
talk of babies and bonnets, and the younger 
women of boys and bouquets. There is cer- 
tainly something different about me ; mind you, 
I say different, not unusual. Just at this point 
let me mention my bete noire. She is a woman 
with a cast in one eye, and a fringe of black hair 
over her low forehead. Her chin almost forms a 
saucer for her cup-like mouth, and her voice is 
cooing. She is so ugly in appearance that she 
is never criticised, so you see there is virtue in 
ugliness. There is only one good-looking man 
in the hotel ; a Mr. Dick Arthur. He does not 
mingle much with the guests, but spends most 
of his time with his parent family. There are 
three unmarried daughters, with their mother, 
who are now guests in the hotel. The mother is 
a sweet-faced woman with her hair done in water 
waves about her forehead. £ speak of these 
women in connection with Dick Arthur. One 
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bears the name of Martha Hartford. She has a 
beautiful face, with soft red lips, a finely moulded 
nose, and reddish-brown hair. Dick Arthur, 
howeyer, pays his homage, and it is really charm- 
ing to watch the languid, indolent ways of the 
worldly woman, as she accepts his attentions. I 
have only recently met Mr. Arthur. When I 
haye seen more of him will write you at length, 
and also regarding his little flirtation, that now 
seems underway, with Martha Hartford. The 
people are all drifting toward the beach and the 
casino. The bathing hour is approaching. I 
am going to take Toddlekins for a dip in the sea, 
so fare thee well for a time. 

With sincere affection, Bita. 

Shoddy Shoee, June 20, 18 — . 
Mt Deab K — : Mr. De Jay ran in this 
morning. The idiots on the hotel piazza callei 
to him. I was upstairs with Baby Toddlekins, 
and his card was sent to me. On going down I 
found him rather annoyed. ''Some people 
waved to me from the piazza," he said, ''and 
thinking it was you I came up." "Those peo- 
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pie think their vulgarity a great joke/' I re- 
turned; ''they distress me beyond measure^ and 
being a woman and quite alone here, I do not 
know how to cope with them." "Now that I 
have called so informally, I will ask you to go 
for a drive," he continued, "and if it suits your 
pleasure, I will call to-morrow afternoon at 
three." "I will be delighted I am sure," I re- 
plied, and after a lot of small talk, he bade me 
adieu. Last evening I sat out on the piazza and 
talked with Dick Arthur, as every one familiarily 
calls him. He is indeed a very attractive man. 
I wish I could describe the night that seemed to 
catch us in its charm, like the swell of a great 
wave that carries one out to sea. I was sitting 
in a large chair, with my slippered feet resting 
on the lowest part of the piazza railing, and Dick 
Arthur, at first, stood smoking a cigarette and 
looking out over the moonlit ocean; then he 
drew a chair up close to mine and seated himself. 
"My dear woman," he said, "you have given 
me more pleasure than I have had for months." 
"Tou probably told Miss Hartford the same 
thing last evening," I returned, smiling. 
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''Never!" he said^ his blue eyes full of un* 
spoken feeling. ''She is oold and oaloulating; 
you are full of sympathy and sentiment." I 
raised my hand impulsiyely and in a trioe he 
caught it and pressed his warm lips upon it. 
There was something in his touch that sent the 
blood surging to my heart and brain. I could 
have cried out in fear of myself. I looked about 
for some one to counsel me, some one to protect 
me; alas, I was alone. ''Good-night/' I said, 
rising with an effort, "the other guests have all 
gone to their rooms, I must leave you." "Until 
to-morrow," he said, and flinging his cigarette 
far out on the lawn, he escorted me to the eleva- 
tor, and said good-night. I am writing this 
letter in my room. Toddlekins is tossing on his 
snowy pillow. Dear little lamb, some day he 
will be a fascinating man ; I see it in the slum- 
bering fire of his eyes. 

Qood-night, dear girl. If men only suffered 
and withstood half that we do, they might well 
call themselves brave; but their liberty gives 
them license. There is little, if any, scope for 
my M. of M.'s here at Shoddy Shore. The 
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-women like it; but the men think it restricts 
them too maoh. As ever^ Eita. 

Shoddy Shobe^ June 21^ 18 — . 
My Deab K — : Mr. De Jay took me for the 
drive this afternoon. Every time he tried to 
tuck the dust robe in, Toddlekins, who stood on 
the porch, would chirrup for the horses to go. 
We drove off into the country; the land was 
level and the view far-reaching over shore and 
sea. But, oh ! Katherine, the man asked me — 
couching his words in choice phrases— if my hus- 
band had left me any competencj^. I will never 
receive him again. And think, he belongs to 
the Billian Care Club of New York. Where are 
the sterling men anyway ? The man I am hoping 
to meet must have been sufficiently bad to have 
found out there is nothing in such a life, and 
good enough to believe in the soul. He must be 
thoroughly mortal to be intense and yet have 
enough of the spiritual to portray passion in its 
supreme delicacy. He must remember that I am 
only a woman, and therefore to be protected. 
He must also appreciate that even as a woman I 
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have the heart and confidence to grasp such a 
man's hand and trust him. He must be brave, 
but not daring. Proud, but not pretentious. 
Admired by women, respected by men, and loved 
by me. Do you think it possible for me to find 
such a man to love me? 

I probably won't meet many men here; the 
women don't present them. There are a few 
titled foreigners; and they go about with the air 
of no cash, no crown. The pilot wheel for erery- 
body's ship in this port seems to be a golden 
eagle. Lovingly, Eita. 

Shoddy Shore, July 4, 18 — . 

My Deab E — : Firecrackers and thunder 
storms have vied with each other all day, and 
the mighty elements seem to mock the little rolls 
of powder. Now it is night, however, and as 
clear as a bell. Eoman candles and sky-rockets 
are shooting toward the stars and the effect is 
beautiful. 

The women in the hotel are on the qui vive. 
The Hartford sisters have turned private de- 
tectives, and Martha is trying new poses in 
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erder to hold Dick Arfcbur. Last evening we 
were out on the piazza^ (it seems to me I am al- 
ways on the piazza) Dick Arthur was my com- 
panion. It was a night that would make stoics 
intense. "Come, let us go down to the Casino," 
he said. ^'The women who gossip are walking 
past our chairs in order to catch some of our 
talk." I threw a light wrap about my shoulders 
and obeyed. How loTely the Casino looked. 
Electric lights like fireflies shone here and there. 
The clatter of dishes and the hurried steps of 
waiters told of late suppers. Many yachts were 
anchored off shore, and their varied lights added 
to the scene, while the sheen of the moon on the 
gray stone building, and the roaring ocean, 
formed a picture never to be forgotten. The 
Hungarian band, in their well-lighted booth, 
played a selection from Faust as we entered the 
casino. We chose a small table in a corner, 
sheltered by some palms, and Dick ordered black 
coffee, some bonbons, and brandy. It seemed 
each moment as though my senses would get the 
best of my judgment. I thought each second, 
from loneliness and helplessness, I would have 
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to giye in and — but I refrained. That is 'where 
the difference comes in. A man is born to dare; 
a woman to forebear. We did not talk much ; 
we listened to the music for awhile, and then 
returned to the hotel. The Hartfords were still 
out on the piazza and after I said good-nighty 
Dick Arthur joined them. ''If you see me ap- 
parently flirting with Martha Hartford, know it 
is for your sake. I will tell you why later and 
believe me, until I can break my connections 
with another, I cannot, in honor, say half how 
much I love you." "But," I began. "Do not 
remonstrate, "he returned, "you must love me." 
Now imagine a man flirting with another girl, 
for my sake. It strikes me as awfully funny. 
What do you suppose is the matter? I conclude 
that he may have an intrigue with some woman. 
I must find out. Anxiously, Eita. 

Shoddy Shore, July 11, 18—. 
My Deab K — : One of the Misses Hartford 

■ 

has hinted to me that Dick Arthur has not the 
right to pay attention to any woman. Yet, they 
do not question their sister's reason to accept it. 
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I must sift the affair down. Dick and I have 
our little tete-a-tetes, somewhat on the sly, while 
he flirts openly with Martha Hartford. 

''Have a litfcle patience, dear/' he said this 
morning, as he squeezed my hand, on his way to 
join her. *'Can you not see my motive?" I 
only dubiously shook my head. Then looking 
around I saw my bete noir regarding me with an 
ugly smile on her repulsive face. ''Ooh!'' she 
said, approaching me with her cooing tones, ''Mr. 
Arthur has quite lost his heart over Miss Hart- 
ford." 

"A very natural happening, I am sure," 
I replied, smiling, while my mind resented her 
insolence, and I hurried away. 

There are lovely women here, but as they do 
not figure in the wretched events, I won't take 
time to mention them. The other women are 
watching the situation, as women do in a summer 
hotel, and I look at them in return, with my 
head high in air, like a deer on the alert. There 
is going to be an amateur minstrel performance 
at the Casino. The society men are to give it. 
Dick Arthur offered me tickets, but I have most 
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loftily declined. Martha Hartford is going; I 
"will write you after the event takes place. 

Fondly, Eita. 

Shoddy Shobe, July 15, 18 — . 

Mt Deab E — : The Casino minstrels took 
place last evening. All the Hartfords attended. 
I did not go. I heard my rival say to Dick : 
"Tou are going before us, of course, in order to 
be on hand?" 

"Yes," he returned. "We will see you there, 
of course," she continued, ''and later here." 
He smiled and bowed. I was sitting in a rock- 
ing chair on the same old piazza with a wrap 
about my shoulders, and they were standing on 
the steps. ''I am going to New Tork in the 
morning," ho said, ''and I doubt if I will have 
much time after the minstrels. ' ' 

Earlier in the evening, he had said to me: 
"Wait. I will rush home early; I won't even 
stay for the stag supper with the performers. 
Grant my request; it is my last evening here. 
There are some things I must say." He caught 
my hand and pressed it. I gave my word, and 
about 11 P.M. I saw the tall figure come across 
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the lawn. The piazza was quite deserted^ all 
the guests were at the Casino, and I was sitting 
at one end alone. ''Wait till I get off these 
minstrel togs/' he said, and then he hurried 
into the house. A few minutes later he reap- 
peared, looking his handsome self^ and we drew 
our chairs into a shadow. 

"Now let me tell you, little woman," he be- 
gan, ''I am engaged." I was more indignant 
than hurt. ''Don't look so astonished," he 
urged, "it has been a family arrangement from 
the start. She is a good girl, but I do not love 
her; I love you." 

I could not reply, I listened in mute surprise. 

"Now, don't you see," he argued, "I had to 
have some motive for breaking the engagement, 
and I flirted with Martha Hartford in order to 
protect you? I have only to-day received a let- 
ter saying that unless I ceased flirting with 
Martha, the engagement would be broken ; and 
it will be. Ah ! they little dream of my love for 
you." I tried to remonstrate; but Dick would 
not listen. I could not analyze my feelings then ; 
I did not know whether it was love or helpless- 
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ness that made me speechless. I moved further 
away from him> when I rose. As I did so he 
caught me in his arms^ and put a kiss upon my 
lips that were trying to form words to reply. 
The moon suddenly came out from behind a 
cloud and fell full upon us> and, leaning out of a 
window^ looking down under the side of the 
piazza roof, I saw my bete noire. She wore the 
same fiendish smile. When I spied her, she with- 
drew. Looking toward the sea, longing for 
some strong hand to help me in the hour of 
doubt, I stood. The keen eyes of Dick Arthur 
were trying to penetrate my thoughts the while. 
Indolently strolling up the walk, ahead of her 
mother and sister, I then saw Martha Hartford 
approaching the hotel. The group went in at 
the main doorway, and took the elevator to 
their rooms, except Martha, who sank into a 
large rocker in the office rotunda, and seemed 
waiting for some one. We watched. ''She is 
waiting for me," said Dick, looking through 
the blinds from our end of the piazza. ''I will 
walk in and pretend I have just come from the 
Oasino. Wait here; I will tell her lam tired 
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and must retire at once, as I leave at six in the 
morning. I will then join you again, for a last 
farewell." 

I did not have time to restrain him> ere he was 
gone. I sat still, not daring to move, for fear of 
attracting attention. Through the blinds I saw 
the cold, expressionless face of Martha Hartford 
change into a studied smile. I watched Dick 
say his little speech, and then he walked with 
her to the elevator, and she said ^'Qood-night." 

''The last scene in her little comedy, "he said, 
retittiiing to my side. 

"But,IiMwt say good-night also, " I rejoined. 

''Then will I see you in the morning?" he 
asked eagerly. 

"No. Not at six," I replied. Heivouldhave 
caught me in his arms again, but I pushed him 
aside. "For pity sake let me think!" I said, and 
hurried into the house. 

He has gone now, but my bete noire has spread 
her knowledge of the scene last night, and I am 
counted fast. Think of it I me I Such gossip is 
heart breaking. 

This morning the housekeeper came through 
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the halls, and hearing her well-known footsteps, 
I looked out of my doorway. "You are up early 
this morning, Mrs. Creighton/' she said. 

'^Tes; for some reason Toddlekins would not 
sleep," I replied. 

"You are not as early as Miss Hartford," she 
continued meaningly, "she was downstairs at 
six." 

"To see Mr. Arthur off, probably," I said. 

"Well! he did not go. He is in his room j'^et. 
Don't you think that is funny?" she asked. 

I only laughed in reply. 

Dick left later, on a 9 o'clock a.h. train. 
Martha Hartford walked to the station with him; 
but I remained in a great chair,hugging Toddle- 
kins, and smiling. This is almost like a story in 
a book, is it not? Lovingly, Bita. 

Shoddy Shore, July 23, 18 — . 
My DiAB K — : No shadows lie in my path 
now. Toddlekins runs along, jumping in and 
out among the crags, and I often stand on the 
great sea wall watching him, and drinking in 
the rich breeze, that makes me feel like a leaf in 
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the air, as it blows about me. Free as air I the 
thought is beautiful. I often think, if one could 
be free; but one cannot in this world. The 
links of conditions and circumstances form a 
chain that oftentimes death alone can break. I 
looked on at the Casino hop last evening. All 
the belles of Shoddy Shore were in attendance, 
and one matron who was seated on one of a row 
of chairs, dressed in a low-cut gown of green 
and silver brocade, reminded me of the Goddess 
of Liberty, in a gown of greenbacks. I looked 
upon the whole roomful of people, and thought, 
what are these people trying to do? What are 
they accomplishing? 

By the way, I asked Dick Arthur to join my 
M. of M's. Society. ^'Dearest," h« said, catch- 
ing my chin in his hand, and tilting up my face, 
''it is hard enough for a sculptor to model his 
cla3*, but it is too deucedly hard for a man to 
remodel himself." As I write, the wind is howl- 
ing outside, like a winter night in a wilderness. 
The sea is plunging against the granite wall, like 
the groan of a monster. A beacon light flashes 
upon the window panes, now and then, like a 
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thing uncanny. I am going to leave here to* 
morrow evening. I feel that I have seen all there 
is to see, and learned a season's lesson. 

When you next hear from me, it will be from 
among the dear old hills, where the river runs 
without the brine and turmoil of the waters of 
Shoddy Shore. Affectionately, Bita. 

Plebevillb, Aug. 7, 18 — . 

My Deab K — : After the gayety of Shoddy 
Shore, this place is impossible. I eat three times 
a day, sleep twelve hours at night, and read at 
odd moments, and try and stare at my neighbors 
to keep myself in countenance. 

The toddlekins are both sleeping, after a busy 
play day. About an hour ago, I laid aside my 
walking frock, and made myself comfortable in a 
f imsy mull gown. I found a Turkish cigarette 
that I had taken from Dick's silver box at Shoddy 
Shore. A thought prompted me to try it, just 
to be devilish. So I turned out the light in this 
little den of mine, that you know so well, and 
drawing a large tufted chair, that I could curl 
up in, to the window, I lighted that cigarette 
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and threw the match far out on the lawn. Well ! 
I had Buch fun ; till, horrible to relate, mother 
knocked on the door. Fortunately, it was bolted. 
''Daughter/' she said, ''a neighbor has called 
to say there is a strange light now and then in 
your room. Is anything afire?" "No, mother," 
I answered, throwing the remaining portion of 
the cigarette out of the window. 
"* "What can it be?" said mother, "open the 
door." "Could it be a stray lightning bug?" 
I returned ; and I hastened to the washstand for 
a match. Luck favored me ; in my haste I upset 
a camphor bottle, and the contents spilled all 
over my hands and the scent filled the room — 
realb** it saved my reputation, and mother never 
suspected. Don't I have a lot of trouble? 

The same as ever, Bita. 

Plebkville, Aug. 10, 18 — . 
Mt Deab K — : That horrid neighbor told 
Mother that the light in my window came from 
a cigarette, and as she would not be scandalous 
enough to suppose that there was a man in the 
room, she must presume that I smoked. Just 
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for a bit of nonsense I must suffer, for the report 
has reached the villagers. I will write 30U 
again soon. Devotedly, Bita.. 

Plebeville, Oct. 23, 18 — . 

Mt Dear E — : You know my fondness for 
procrastinating once in awhile, where letter writ- 
ing is concerned. The reason is, I have had 
nothing to write about; though I am now in the 
midst of writing several letters. 

The river has taken on an ugly brown color; 
the leaves are beautiful in their crimson and 
yellow tints; they are the only bits that make 
the fall-time bright. The roadways are hard 
and dusty, and the grass looks withered. The 
whole scene sends a chill to my poor little pulsing, 
aching heart. I am surrounded by people, 
yet so alone. Do you know what that feeling is? 
I have received letters from Dick Arthur and 
Jack Update. 

I am going to New York to-morrow, for the 
winter; so I will probably see them. Baby 
Toddlekins is going with me, but Big Brother 
prefers to remain with his grandfolk. 

With love, KiTA. 
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New York, — W. — St., Oct, 29, 18—. 

Mt Dear K — : My home pro tern is in a fash- 
ionable boarding house. Dear old New York r 
its cobbles are as much to me as the Blarne^^ 
stone is to its belieTers. The city is a grist-mill 
for money, and a grindstone for poverty. 
Scarcely had I reached it with Baby Toddlekin& 
clinging to my hand than I met Jack Update, 
crossing the avenue. 

''Coming to town I imagine," he exclaimed, 
taking my hand, and giving it an unnecessary 
grasp. "I am your devoted, any time you com- 
mand,'' he added, smiling; then picking up 
toddlekins, he put him down safely on the other 
side of Fifth Avenue, and raising his hat he 
hurried on. 

*'Why don't you buy him for my father?" 
asked Baby Toddlekins, gazing after the retreat- 
ing figure. "I have not the price, the price of 
my peace, darling, "I said, squeezing the chubby 
palm, and looking down into the wondering face. 
I answered as though talking to an adult. Chil- 
dren divine, but they cannot discriminate our 
thoughts. Toddlekins felt there was some* 
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thing \7r0ng, but he oould not tell just what. 
It is now nighty I am very tirade so farewell for 
to-day. Rita. 

New ToBKy Nov. 1, 18 — . 

Mt Deab E — : The few household gods that I 
brought from the country have been placed in 
respective positions. My room is on the top 
fltory, with a parlor room off. Dick Arthur has 
spent the evening with me, and he has only just 
gone. I have convinced him, and a harder task, 
myself, that we would be absurd to let our feel- 
ings run away with our senses, to the extent of 
matrimony. I told you in a letter written long 
ago, that he was engaged. Weill now his aunt, 
he tells me, wants him to renew the engagement 
that he broke off last summer, and I have ad- 
vised him to do so. For if Dick marries money 
he can live the life he is fashioned for; he is too 
semi-musical to earn much for himself. Did you 
ever notice hpw few men, in comparison, with a 
technical knowledge of the arts, ever make good 
business men? 

Of course I can't be in love with Dick. I'm 
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just sympathetic. If I loved^ I ooald not argue, 
for "love knows no reason." 

Truly your friend, Bita. 

New York, Nov. 5, 18 — . 

My Deab E — : Days do not lag in this great 
and dear city. Jack Update called and took me 
to the theater. He said I looked ''fine, and as 
sound as a dollar." I felt as though he was re- 
garding the qualities of a colt. The play was 
excellent; but he grumbled so at a woman's hat 
in front of us, and the tapping of a man's foot 
behind, that I was distracted. So, you see, my 
evening was rather spoiled. Men are funny 
creatures sometimes. 

The other night I saw a man hurrying around 
a crowded ballroom. I was wondering what was 
the matter, when I heard him say, ''Ah I I just 
happened to think." Now that man's mind waa 
certainly running after his body, till he just hap- 
pened to think. Good-night, Bita. 

Nbw ¥obk, Nov. 11, 18—. 
Mt Deab E — : This afternoon I have been 
making a tea call at the Waldorf. I found the 
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priyate apartments filled with guests. I looked 
rather stunning in a gown of soft blacky with a 
Persian lamb coat, held in place by a girdle of 
ancient workmanship, that belonged to my grand- 
mother. The coat and gown I made myself, but 
it did not look homemade at all, and I thought, 
as I swept by some women in costl.v, but poorb** 
chosen gowns, ''if they only knew that my small 
hands plied the needle to fashion the gown cov- 
ering the body that hid the heart, what would 
they say?" and I recalled the time when I often 
paid forty dollars for a hat and hundreds for a 
gown, as a girl. 

To-day, at the tea, I met a man for the first 
time, and we left together. ''I certainly must 
have the honor of seeing you soon again," he 
fiaid, as he stepped back to let me proceed. ''See 
her again," I heard a jeweled dowager whisper 
to a vis-a-vis, "it's just sinful, the way that 
young widow takes the men away from our girls, " 
My blood rose to my face, and I felt so angry; 
but of course I had to smile, look pleasant, and 
go on talking. Fondly, Bita. 
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New York, Nov. 15, 18 — . 
Mt Deab E — : Last night, I dreamed that I 
^rote you a letter, and I send jou with these 
lines a copy of it. I dreamed that I had died, 
and the letter was dated in the following way : 

"7n Space.** 
My Deab Friend ik the Flesh : I have passed 
on. My body, cold and motionless, rests in a 
grave in the cemetery. I look back upon it, and 
think how many regarded my form, hung with 
its fine raiment, as a pleasant object. The men 
also who looked upon my face and flattered me. 
There is no death, though. Be not afraid. The 
body drops from the soul, as a chrysalis from the 
butterfly, and the soul soars on. People are con- 
tent to let me rest here, feeling that I have 
passed beyond them, thinking my frail powers 
of fascination cannot influence the bodies they 
love. How little the world's people know. I 
am just where I can — not for evil but for good. 
Here in space, all souls abide as Ood's messen- 
gers. You in the flesh look to the bowels of the 
earth for hell. It is not a place, but a oondi- 
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iion. Hell-fire is but burning passions consum- 
ing the body and the brain. The man I looked 
for on earth, I speak to now, at times. Not with 
the trembling touch of the flesh, but with the 
fiweet communion of the soul. Last night that 
man went to his mistress. ''Handsomer than 
ever/' she said, looking into the serious, well- 
bred countenance. He smiled in response, and 
the wine-laden beauty pressed her tinted cheek 
against his face. Then, the Toice of my soul 
whispered to him and he called it conscience, 
and it troubled him. Conscience is the appeal 
of a departed soul to one it loved virtuously on 
«arth. Live well; some day your soul will 
break the bonds of flesh that bind it, and dwell 
near mine. Fondly, Bita. 

Did you ever hear of such a dream? It makes 
me think, how strange it is, that a woman can 
love a man who has sinned, when she knows he 
condemns his own fault in her sex. Instead 
of trying to elevate, many times he offers himself 
as a new temptation, and the woman seeing the 
hopelessness of help from the uncharitable 
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vorld, lets go her hold on society^ and fallal 
Wait till my M. of M. 's is fully presented. 

Fondlj', BiTA. 

New Yobk, Dec. 18, 18 — . 
Mt Dear E — : Dick has spent this evening^ 
here. Again I have reasoned with him. It 
seemed at times that I must show him that the 
battle for self-control was as hard for me as for 
him. What must I do? If I only had some 
hand to grasp and lead me beyond the conditions 
that threaten me. To-night, however, Dick has 
solemnly promised to renew the engagement to 
the woman who loves him, if she will take him 
back ; and we have agreed not to see each other 
again. Affectionately, Bita. 

New York, Dec. 24, 18—. 

Mt Deab K — : This afternoon I went to a 
''tea," but I cannot remember a thing that was 
said ; few ever can you know ; yet I rather en-^ 
joyed watching the smiling crowd. 

Jack Update called after I returned home. I 
have bid him bide a wee, too. Boarding is get- 
ting so irksome to me that I feel I must have my 
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own four walls withToddlekins, so I am going to 
look for an apartment. 

If you do not hear from me soon again, know 
that I am house hunting. 

Wishes for well, Btta. 

New Tobe, Jan. 3, 18 — . 
Mt Dbab E — : My effects have just oome 
from storage ; they were moved into this apart- 
ment yesterday. Scarcely had the men brought 
the final piece of furniture into these rooms, last 
evening, than sitting on a bundle of rugs I was 
wondering how I could even make things com- 
fortable for the night, when the door bell rang. 
Answering it myself, I confronted a man with 
his opera hat in hand, and the white bosom in 
his dress-suit showing between the lapels of his 
overcoat. The person was Dick Arthur. ' ' What 
brought you here?" I exclaimed. ''The same old 
attraction," he returned. ''How did you know 
my address?" I demanded. "I went to your 
boarding place, and they gave me your number. 
Tou are in need of a pair of strong arms to adjust 
€ome of these things," he said, looking at every- 
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thing in chaos. ''Don't protest/' he rejoined, 
^'it is useless." 

"But your jfencee.?" Tasked. **The engage- 
ment is broken again^ Bita. Tour face came 
before me whenever I tried to love her. I don't 
amount to muoh^ perhaps, but I cannot rob my- 
self of my last bit of honor, by wedding that 
woman's purse." 

Throwing aside his coat, my pictures were 
soon hung on the wall, and we spread the large 
rug on the parlor floor. "Why have you crossed 
my path again, Dick?" I asked helplessly; "I 
cannot afford to accept your devotion, in the face 
of all the gossips." 

"I would knock the person down who — " he 
began. 

"Don't be a child, dear," I answered, "you 
cannot knock impressions out of a man's mind, 
by pounding the flesh. Go away," I said, "and 
don't come again; don't for my sake; your kind- 
ness makes me fond of you. Go! go!" 

"Tou are cruel, Bita," he cried. 

"Kindness is sometimes mistaken for cruelty. 
Gol" I said again, "or " 
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''Or what?" he said placing his hands on my 
shoulder^ and looking searchingly into my face. 

Something at the instant revolted within me, 
and I stood looking at him, like one petrified. 
He turned, took up his hat and coat, and left me. 

Lovingly, Bita.. 

Fifth Ave., Jan. 7, 18 — . 

Mt Deab E— : Since I have taken up these 
apartments, people think I have acquired money. 
Jack Update called this afternoon : he too, found 
me out, as, of course, I did not send him word. 

''You must have struck luck," he said. 

"Well, I have," I returned; "these apart- 
ments usually rent for one hundred dollars per 
month, it being mid-winter I offered the agent 
fifty, and he took it; so I am living sumptuously 
on a song." 

Toddlekins, and other duties occupy most of 
my time. My letters are brief, but I hope you 
can follow my lines. Lovingly, Bita. 

F— Ave., Jan. 12, 18—. 
Mt Deab E — : How I would love to have the 
dainty gauze gowns and furbelows that seem to 
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add so much to a woman's loveliness. As I oan- 
not^ I am unable to accept any invitation de- 
manding evening dress. My going out is con- 
fined to tea calls and the theater. By the way, 
a Mr. Treadwell has asked me if I would not like 
to see Bohemia. I will write what it is like after 
I investigate. Hastily^ Bita. 

F— Ave., Jan. 16, 18—. 

My Deab E — : It is really terrible to think 
how struggling men and women dare to sacrifice 
the name of Bohemia on the fagots of their 
fancies. 

The element that calls itself Bohemia in New 
Tork seems to float on a little wavering basis of 
its own, between social life and anywhere. 

Understand, dear, I am not speaking of the 
true artist's life; but of some people who have 
nothing to boast of except their own eccentrici- 
ties. My pen would fail to picture the aimless- 
ness of these persons' lives in detail, so I will 
only give you a general outline. 

We went first to a little table d*h6te restaurant 
for dinner. The tables were long and narrow. 
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Between the clatter of dishes and the chatter of 
tongues, the place was confusion. Newspaper 
''pot boilers/' aspiring artists, and their fol- 
lowers were in evidence, and they seemed happy; 
these people, while I looked on and wondered 
how they could be. From that scene I was taken 
to an apartment hotel and was ushered into a 
suite, done in crimson and white. Another door 
was opened, and I found myself in a dining 
room ; the table was covered with the last course, 
and empty wine glasses stood beside some 
crumpled napkins. A woman rose from her 
chair, and Mr. Tread well introduced us. I took 
her hand, it was ai velvety and soft as a cat's paw. 
When she spoke, I was surprised to hear such 
a heavy voice emit from such a small face. Her 
two dinner guests struggled to their feet, and 
were presented. My heart sickened ; they were 
two prominent young men in New York society. 
I turned and whispered to my escort: ''Take 
me home Mr. Treadwell ; if this is Bohemia, my 
curiosity is satisfied." Before we could say 
more, the door opened and a score of men filled 
the room. I fled in dismay to the recess of a 
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window^ and hiding behind the curtains peeped 
out through the meshes. Mr. Tr.eadwell came 
oyer to me. ''I must leave at once/' I said, and 
80 I bade my hostess good-night after awhile^ and 
left the place. As I did so I heard the notes of 
a piano, and looking into the adjoining room, 
through an open doorway, I saw the men waltz- 
ing with each other. 

''So that is what you call Bohemia is it, Mr. 
Tread well?" I asked, shiyering, not from cold 
but disgust. 

''Sort of a side light," he said; "lam expected 
at the Pelden's apartments, let us go." I hesi- 
tated. 

"Now you are out to see this life, why not see 
it, as one would go to Chinatown?" said my 
escort. 

"But if things shock me too much, I warn 
you I'll fly and drag you after me," I said» 
laughing. 

We climbed a lot of rickety stairs, and entered 
a room vividly lighted. Strains from a Hunga- 
rian band filled the air, while clouds of tobacco 
Bmoke curled in graceful, indefinite shapes 
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about th« heads of men who were smoking long* 
stemmed pipes, and women who were holding 
cigarettes. 

Count Blank rose from the crowd a few mo- 
ments after we had entered, and I sat in a chair 
of antique carving and watched the antics of 
the man, who tried to give the much-talked-of 
Egyptian dance. His wife, the while, sat near» 
ready to encore with the other guests. A feel* 
ing, as though I was being smothered, came upon 
me, and I said to my escort: ''I have seen 
enough." Once again in the pure night air, 
under God's mighty canopy, I breathed in the 
ozone and felt grateful for its purity. ''I do not 
regret what I have seen, Mr. Treadwell," I said, 
''because I feel a hundred times better now, by 
comparison than I ever thought myself before." 

Eeturning home, I bade Mr. Treadwell good* 
night at the door and went to my room, where 
Toddlekins was sweetly sleeping. 

''Ah, my baby I" I said, putting my head on 
the pillow near him as I retired; " neither Big^ 
Brother or you shall ever learn a note on the 
piano, or the paint on a pallette, lest in your 
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quest for the ideal you forget the practical. 
Katherine^ the responsibilities of being a 
mother^ and even a woman^ are terrific. 

Affectionately^ Bita. 

F— Ave., Feb. 23, 18—. 

Mt Dbab E — .: Perhaps you may think that I 
write a good deal about men, but if I wrote of 
women I would have to tell their deeds, and I 
know you are only interested in what I do, and 
how it all happens. 

Shortly after my last letter, written so long 

ago, I met a Mr. Yan B at the home of a 

friend. His very presence in that house, I 
thought, vouched for him. I met him many 
times afterward, at teas and other social func- 
tions, and he has called often. My rooms have 
been redolent with the perfume of the flowers he 
has sent me. 

A week ago he called. The night seems 
orimson in my memory yet. The lamps were 
each sending forth a soft light, beneath their 
tinted shades, and my parlor looked most pictur- 
esque. We were talking, Mr. Van B and I, 
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when he drew his chair near mine, and said: 
**Look here, dear girl, you believe in love, don't 
you?" 

I looked surprised. 

*'Tou have seen enough of me to know that I 
love you, haven't you?" 

I was astonished. 

*'Don't you? Won't you love me?" 

'*Nol" I answered firmly. 

**Then you must," he returned, catching my 
wrists. ''I said long ago I did not believe in 
Platonics or matrimony; what do you think my 
intentions have been?" 

"I have not thought — but release me " 

''Not till you have answered me," he said, 
tightening his grasp. 

''I hate you," I retorted; he threw my hands 
from him. ''You have disappointed me," he 
said hoarsely, ''I will have my revenge on your 
caprices. You are bad ; you have not given me 
your love, but you have influenced my mind, till 
my brain is on fire." 

I was horrified, and I rose terrified to my feet. 
''Leave at once," I cried, pointing to the door. 
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Not till I tell you/ 'be said^ whispering in my 
face^ ''that for this turn-down the world shall 
believe you immoral." He deliberately left me 
then, and I stood looking loathingly after him. 

What redress have 1, dear? How can I com- 
bat him? BiTA. 

V— Ave., Feb. 27, 18—. 

My Deab K — : Already I feel the influence of 
Mr. Van B— — 's threat. Last eyening I met a 
friend of his at a reception. 

''Gome out for a little folly with me some 
evening/' he said, "I hear you are such a good 
fellow." "I beg your pardon," I answered, and 
walked away, leaving him amazed. 

It was not what he said that disgusted me ; it 
was the awful way he said it. 

Yours with love, Bita. 

F — Ave., June 1, 18—-. 

My Deab E — : Probably you think I have 
been crowded off this mortal coil, as it is months 
since I last wrote to you. 

The winter passed quite uneventfully. I am 
going to rent my apartment, furnished, for the 
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summer, and I think of going to Shoddy Shore 
for awhile, and taking both the toddlekins with 
me. It is now twilight. The avenue is crowded 
with vehioles hurrying toward the park. My 
windows are wide open, and the soft, early sum- 
mer air is delightful. 

I leave town to-morrow to visit Big brother, 
among the old hills. Toddlekins rejoices at the 
thought of seeing the country and his brother 
again. 

I will write you from there. 

The same, Eita. 

Plebeville, June 9, 18 — . 

My Dear K — : Everything looks charming in 
this picturesque and rustic region. I do nothing 
but rest. 

This A.M. I was given a letter to read, and I 
repeat a portion of the contents, that was sent 
here to a friend of mine. 

''I understand that Mrs. Creighton has an 

apartment on Avenue, and I hear that every 

evening it is crowded with men." 

Think of it, dear, they do not know that I 
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hare rented the apartment, furnished, to bache- 
lors. It is not what we do in this world that 
makes all the trouble, but what people think we 
do. I will not write you again until I go to 
Shoddy Shore. Fondly, Rita. 

Shoddt Shore, June 15, 18 — . 

My Dear E : Here I am back at the Batwood. 
Big Brother and Baby Toddlekins are with me. 
My bete noire is here, and a lot of other meddle- 
some people. 

There is no type of human nature lovelier 
than a loyely American woman ; there is nothing 
more disappointing than an unlovely one. You 
may draw your own inferences from this remark. 
I mean to lead a quiet life here. I just came to 
look on ; not to act. 

The toddlekins are like ducks in the surf, and 
theiy enjoy it very much. Wishing you well in 
every way, I am. 

Always your affectionate, Bita. 

Shoddy Shore, June 20, 18 — . 
My Dear E — : The people are like shifting 
shells on the beach, as they come and go. 
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Diok Arthur's family are here, and an older 
brother ; but Dick will not appear on the scene, 
I understand. The brother is short and thick- 
set. He looks as though he had more stability 
than Dick, but not the sang froid. The same 
old rocking-chair brigade have taken possession 
of the piazza. 

I am not a bit politic. I ought to patronize 
the women, but I don't. If I did I would be 
able to cope with the questions that arise in the 
minds of many of them in this hotel. 

I am really weary, so good-night. Bita. 

Shoddy Shore, June 20, 18—. 

Mt Dear E — : The searchlights have been 
shedding their bread mellow paths from the 
night boats as they glided along. The toddlekins 
are in bed; the gas is burning low, and I have 
made a screen with my parasol to keep the light 
from shining on them as they sleep. 

To-night has been rather eventful. Early 
during the evening I sat talking with Mr. Dal- 
grin, whose wife has gone somewhere for a short 
visit. He was really very sensible, and I enjoyed 
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conversing with him^ until my bete noire came 
by^ and fixing her beadlike eyes on us, grinned, 
as she said: "'Bem^mber Sam Weller's remarks, 
Mr. Dalgrin." I could not retaliate, so I T^as 
silent. Hdwever, later, Dick Arthur's brother 
joined me and we drew our chairs up against the 
clapboards of the house near a blind-screened 
window. The people had most all left the piazza. 
One could spy, however, by the moon — whose 
light was made uncertain now and then by shift- 
ing clouds — pairs of humanity in shadowed 
nooks. Several times, while Mr. Arthur and I 
were talking, I noticed the blinds of the window 
near us move. I turned and saw a form disap- 
pear. 

We left the piazza on the stroke of twelve. 
Sincerely and fondly, Eita. 

Shoddy Shobe, June 21, 18—-. 

My Dear E — : Eeally I must write you again 
this A.M. to tell you that the face at the window 
was that of my hetv. noire. 

Scarcely had Mr. Dalgrin seated himself to 
read the morning paper than I heard the 
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woman's shrill voice ask, as I sat in a room near 
by: ''Was it you sitting out so late on the pi- 
azza with Mrs. Greighton last night, Mr. Dal- 
grin?" 

''I was not/' he said indignantly. 

''Then who was it?" she questioned. "I 
watched through the blinds and saw her sitting 
beside a man, the place was too shadowed to see 
who it was, but we supposed it was you." 

Mr. Dalgrin rose, threw down his paper^ and 
walked away. Strange to say, I rose also, and 
hesitated. My heart beating, my mind frenzied; 
what could I do — nothing. A war of words 
would only make the situation worse. I rushed 
through a doorway, and met face to face Mr. 
Dalgrin. \Ve looked askance. "Ah!" I ex- 
claimed. "Keep out of the way," he said, "that 
woman means harm to you. " "Some women are 
dreadful." "Some women are the devil," he 
replied, and shook my hand feelingly. 

"Ooh; just in time; just in time to shake 
hands too," said my bete noire, coming through 
another doorway, and extending her hand to Mr. 
Dalgrin. I passed on. 

Qood-by for the resen^ Bita. 
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Shoddt Shobe^ June 30, 18—. 

My Dear E — : This morning I had quite a 
talk with Mr. Arthur, on the beach. I asked 
him why he regarded me so closely before we met. 
I said: ''I suppose you have heard of what people 
called a 'flirtation' with your brother last sum- 
mer." "No," he returned, "I watched you, 
because you interested me. Not till now, since 
we have become friends, have I learned of it all. 
A woman told me some outlandish things that I 
need only tell you I do not believe." 

''To warn you, I suppose, against the sins of a 
widow," I said, smiling. "A poor little widow," 
I continued, making exclamation points with the 
tip of my parasol on the sand. "People with 
their lack of human charity use sometimes a 
two-edged weapon filled with blood to wound the 
heart. They use their head for a sheath, and 
the brain for a hilt, to their weapon; that is 
more damaging than a sword, and almost as 
dangerous as a pen. One thrust of a sword may 
kill the body ; but it cannot touch the soul. The 
tongue can blacken and destroy a soul before 
men, and leave nothing to regard but a con- 
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demned body. Mind you, in speaking I allude 
only to the treacherous, for the pure being is 
like a lily that may live upon a slimy pool and 
keep its spotless purity. Its petals of life are 
uplifted toward heaven, and God has placed on 
its head a golden crown." 

**How can you talk so seriously, in a summer 
morning, on a crowded beach?" said Mr. Arthur. 

**I won't do so any more," I replied, laugh- 
ing, to shift the scene, and at the same moment 
the toddlekins, dripping with salt water, came 
running up in their bathing suits and naturally 
changed the subject. Fondly, Bita. 

Shoddt Shore, July 5, 18 — . 
My Dear K — : Beferring to the topic that I 
last touched upon, I ask the question, what is a 
pure being? Just one who goes to church on 
Sundays, and claims not the sin of covetousness, 
because every temporal blessing is granted; one 
content to rest under protecting love and devo- 
tion, and uncharitable enough to judge some 
others sinful, because they have yielded to some 
temptation. ' It is not enough to be pure in the 
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f esh, but in the mind, and the person Viho keeps 
the mortal frame from sin and lets the mind give 
forth gossip to taint the lives of others, is not 
pure, but polluted. Such a person is like a bee, 
that fills its own comb with honey, and takes the 
sweetness from every flower that grows. You 
may think me very serious, dear, and so I am, 
deep down in my heart, yet I laugh at the gay 
world ; besides, I have so many temptations my- 
self that I do not generally express my thoughts 
of others, fearing that the pedestal I have men- 
tally built for them to stand on I some day 
might fall off of myself. 

Affectionately, Bita. 

Shoddt Shore, July 6, 18 — . 

Mt Dear E — : Last eveuing Baby Toddlekins 

, and BigBrother, with a number of other children, 

j were romping on the lawn, where a tennis net 

was stretched. An electrio light shed its fitful 

gleam on the grass. I stepped off the piazza, 

and like a girl in her teens I thoughtlessly gave 

chase to the toddlekins, to catch them, and take 

them to bed. The electric light snapped out. 
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and I bounded over the tennis net, and somebody 
caught me as I fell. It was a stranger who, 
crossing the lawn at the same time — who was 
looking where he was going — saw my danger. 
The light flashed full again, and I was leaning 
on his arm, for I was hurt. We were in full 
view of the piazza and the guests were regard- 
ing us. 

The toddlekins rushed up ; I placed my hands 
on their small shoulders, and they helped me to 
hobble to the house. The stranger is a guest in 
the hotel. I will write you, if I ever meet him 
again. Lovingly, Kita. 

Shoddy Shore, July 20, 18 — . 
Mt Deab K — : Of course, after the accident 
I had to recognize the stranger, and naturally, 
after we bowed, we spoke, and of course the 
house has been alive with gossip, owing to our 
chance acquaintance. We often wandered by 
the sea, and walked and drove in the country 
toward the old lighthouse point. Last evening 
we sat on a corner of the piazza, jutting toward 
the Casino. 
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You are so womanly/' be said, 'Hhat Hove 
to be with you." 

''It is charming for me to hear you say so," I 
returned; ''it is one of the sweetest compliments 
a man can pay a woman. I hope when you go 
away you will let me hear from you?" 

Do you think it wise?" he asked tenderly. 
Why not?" I questioned; "I should yalue 
your friendship." 

"A man cannot be only a friend to a woman h« 
lores." There was absolute silence. I was 
startled. The great, tall, powerful man looked 
so earnest. 

"Could you stand the public expose of a man's 
hidden life, and marry him in the face of scan- 
dal?" he asked. 

If I loved him, yes," I answered firmly. 

But I do not love any one, and I doubt if I 
ever will. I am fond of you, and I feel you are 
troubled." 

"I can never marry," he said quietly; "I am 
at the mercy of a woman. A tiny woman. Do 
not blame her," he protested, "I began it, but 
now her jealousy is stronger than her love, and 
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if I deserted her to marry, my name would fur- 
nish headlines for the papers, and my prospects 
in business and social life would be ruined. I 
must laugh at life, and make the best of my 
folly. Let it be a lesson to learn for your 
boys," said the brave, stalwart-appearing man. 
''Tell them when they are old enough, never to 
give the secrets of their lives to a person who 
has not any reputation to lose ; for such a one 
will throw away the last grain of self-respect for 
revenge." 

* It is all too awful to contemplate," I said. 
"Why do you tell me such secrets?" ''Because I 
believe in you," he said, ''and feel like talking 
to some soul." We shook hands and parted. 

This A.M. when I went downstairs my friend 
of a fortnight had, as I expected, departed. I 
will not mention his name, even to you. But is 
it not strange how people enter our lives, only 
to teach us a lesson, perhaps, and then pass out 
of our sight forever. Fondly, Bita. 

Shoddy Shobe, July 31, 18—. 
Mt Deab K — : It seems a fitting time now to 
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send you an explanation regarding the M. of 
M. 's Society. M. of M. 's stands for Mission of 
Morals. Its aim is not to publicly expose the 
sins of men, but to secretly help all who desire 
to do better and to lift up the fallen. To pro- 
) claim, not the wickedness they have done, but 
'^ the good they can do. Its chief object is purity 
of thought and purpose. It will not stone the 
woman, and Jet the man go free. The sexes are 
adjudged the same, and in order for a man to 
be socially recognized he must be as pure as he 
expects a woman to be. 

I wrote up a lengthy article on the M. of M.'s 
and thought it quite to the point ; but this morn- 
ing I met a lovely woman that I knew, strolling 
along the beach. 

"Oh I my dear friend," I exclaimed, "I am so 
glad to see you ; I want you to come down to the 
Eatwood with me. I wish you to read a paper I 
have written on the M. of M. 's Society. 

"Certainly i 1*11 be delighted," she said pleas- 
antly, with a smile on her kindly face. She had 
studied law, was well-read, and could argue on 
most any question, so I felt pleased to be able to 
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obtain the opinion of a person with such good 
judgment. Well! I perched myself upon a 
trunk in my room^ and my friend took my paper 
to read. I watched her face intently. I saw a 
frown gather on her forehead; I watched her 
eyes snap, and her mouth draw down at the cor- 
ners. I knew before she told me that my paper 
was doomed. Then she looked at me, so com- 
passionately, and said: ''My dear, you don't un- 
derstand what you are trying to state. Your 
paper lacks philosophy. Go down to the 
Women's Law Glass when you return to New 
York and study," she said. '*Qo to our debates 
and get posted on facts." Her strong mind 
convinced me that my poor little head was not 
equal to the task of grasping such deep ques- 
tions, and I have given up trying to be a promo- 
ter, Eatherine, for I have, really, when it comes 
right down to facts, all I can do to control the 
toddlekins, and take care of myself. 

I clasped my hands in my lap, and looked at 
my friend as I said: **1 ought to envy you; you 
are so strong-minded." You know the M. of 
M. 'a has been a fad with me. I hate to give it 
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up, but I must. After all I am only an old- 
fashioned woman, in up-to-date clothes. I don't 
believe in woman's, so-called, rights, or the 
much-talked-of new woman. My home is my 
oastle, courtesy my creed, and love is my life. 

Tour devoted friend, Bita. 

Shoddy Shore, Aug. 5, 18—. 

Mt Deab K — : Well, to come right close to my 
own life again, I suppose you wonder what my 
personal feelings are. Since my M. of M. 's So- 
ciety has proved unsuccessful, I have concluded 
to leave the stern problems of life to men. I am 
too essentially feminine to try and argue matters 
that men cannot adjust, for after all I am only a 
woman, with a hungry heart, but a loyal soul. 

If I only had some one with whom I could sit 
down and talk; some one who could give me 
good disinterested advice. But I have no one, 
and I sometimes marvel that I have not lost my 
hold and fallen amid the environments that have 
tried to drag me down, instead of helping me up. 
But there is a power greater than human love, 
that gives me the sentiment and the soul to fight 
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the body ; yet I boast not of my own strength 
for I feel yery helpless. 

Your affeotionate, Bita. 

Shoddt Shobe, Aug. 12, 18 — . 

Mt Dbab E — : Sometimes I think of that big 
man that I wrote you of as having dreamed 
about. I wonder if he really exists. To-day 
there was a yacht anchored oft shore. I took a 
telescope, and I saw on board a number of men 
lounging about in their yachting suits. 

A tall man rose indolently from a steamer 
chair, and throwing a cigar remnant oyerboard, 
he picked up a field-glass, and looked on shore. 
So we were, each of us, looking at the point 
where the other stood. Was is not remarkable? 
And the man's face was so familiar to me. 

Fondly, Bita. 

Shoddt Shoee, Aug. 15, 18 — . 
Mt Dbab E — : The yacht I find belongs to 

the Yacht Club. I would give anything to 

learn who the great tall man was on that deck. 
You will laugh, I know, when I tell you, that 
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for some occult reason^ I am sure he was the 
man of my dream. ' Lovingly, Bita. 

Shoddt Shobb, Aug. 20, 18 — . 
Mt Deab K — : The season is waning. The 
Hungarians have gone with their musio back to 
New York. The wardrobes of the belles look like 

old-time frocks, and the whole place seems de- 

* 

jected after the summer's rush. 

My trunks are packed, and again I am going 
to say farewell to the old salty shore. Social 
life appears to me, here, a struggle to outdo one 
another, in point of dress. The cottagers are 
the only inhabitants that seem to take solid com- 
fort. I have not made any plans for the fall ; 
but I have looked well into the ultra-fashionable 
woman's life and it is killing It is only a strug- 
gle, without the satisfaction of peace. 

Fondly yours, Bita. 

Plebeville, Oct. 1, 18 — . 
My Deab K — : Again I have shamefully neg- 
lected you. I spent all September here among 
the old hills, and I leave for New York to- 
morrow. Dear old New York ! I am going to 
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move from F Avenue, as my parents object 

to ^hat they call my extravagance. I have 
rented a little flat. Big Brother protests; he 
says we ought to have a whole house. 

''When you are older, darling, and can help 
mother, perhaps we may have." 

"Well, 1*11 pay the butler," said Big brother, 
and ''I'll hire a special woman to hang out the 
clothes," said Baby Toddlekins. 

Those darlings ! How they comfort me. It is 
lovely to have some souls all my own. 

With sincere affection, Bita. 

New York, — W. — St., Oct. 15, 18—. 

Mt Deab K — : Last night I gave an informal 
little dinner of four covers. A girl friend and two 
men, who had often entertained me, were my 
guests. The toddlekins, to my chagrin, crept 
from their room and peeped through the crack of 
the dining-room door (the beauty of a home on 
one floor) and this morning they said in chorus: 
'* Mother, don't you think of marrying those 
men." 

"But^ darlings, those men don't think of 
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marrying me. Yet "why?" ^'Because, one man 
seemed to be looking for his head, and the other 
man's head was too square. But, I wish you 
would marry though/' said Baby Toddlekins. 
''And I wish you would too/' chimed in Big 
Brother; ''it's awfully lonely living with just a 
woman. ' ' Fondly, Bita. 

New York, — W. — St., Oct. 20, 18r— . 

My Dear K — : Last evening I dined with 
friends, and after dinner, leaning against some 
lovely pillows on a Turkish couch in the Dal- 
grin's library, I reclined, thinking. My friends 
were a happily married couple, and the wife was 
doing some embroidery, while the husband was 
burning the renowned weed. 

The butler brought a cai^d, and the wife smil- 
ingly said to the husband : "Dearest, it is Donald 
Duane." "What an odd name!" I ezelaimed. 

''Just the man I want you to meet, Mrs. 
Creighton ; I will go to the drawing room and 
bring him up." 

A few minutes later my heart beat fast, and 
my lips parted with surprise. "Mrs. Oreigh- 
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ton/' said Mr. Dalgrin, ''let me present Mr. 
Donald Duane.*' 

With the eompoBure of a woman used to sur* 
prises, I bowed, but my mind reverted; for the 
man of my dream, the man I had seen on the 
deck of the yacht, and the man who stood before 
me, were one and the same. 

''Somewhere I have had the pleasure of see- 
ing you before, Mrs. Creighton, probably at 
Dueport or Shoddy Shore," he said, bowing. 

"We have seen each other quite by accident, if 
I remember," I said, smiling, "across the bay of 
Shoddy Shore." 

The tall man drew a chair to the couch where 
I sat propped up with the great pillows. He 
talked mostly with the others, but his restful 
smile fell upon my face now and then, making 
me content. Lovingly, BrrA. 

New York, Oct. 21, 18—. 

Mt Dear K — : Last evening, spent in the 

presence of Mr. Donald Duane, has given me 

strength. His magnificent bearing, his calm 

manner, and his intellect, mingled with all the 
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traits that make a man fascinating, he seems to 
possess. And "with rare transference of thought 
he has impressed me deeply. He has all the 
passion of a strong man, burnished trith refine- 
ment, and culture; and at last I have found the 
man I can love, but will he love me? 

Devotedly your friend, Bita. 

New Toek, Nov. 1, 18 — . 
Mt Dbab K — : A letter has just reached me 
from Jack Update, and this is what he says : 

"Mt Deab Bita: If you will allow me, I'll call. 
I'm suffering awfully just at present with the 
gout though, and it will be some time before I 
can get about again. I'm bracing up on ab- 
sinthe now and then. If you wish to see me, let 
me hear from you. 

** Sincerely yours, 

**Jaok Update." 

With this letter, I will send a rhyme apropos 
€f Jack's fondness. 

Affectionately, Bita. 
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ABSINTHE. 

He touched his lips to crystal rim, 
Of tiny glass, with golden brim: 
The taste was sweet, and cold, and new. 
Like drops from flowers of morning dewf 

But, the liquid nectar was alas I 

A melted opal in a glass. 

With all ill omen of the stone; 
With rare translucent light it shone. 
It flamed each portion of his brain. 
And made his heart forget its pain: 

Still the liquid nectar was alas I 

A melted opal in a glass. 

His thoughts assumed a hazy glow; 
The joys of heaven he seemed to know; 
Till dreams proved short, and pleasure pain. 
Then from the glass he drank again: 

Tet the liquid nectar was alas I 

A melted opal in a glass. 

Ye gods! that drop of lurid light. 

Will turn all sunshine into night. 

One cannot break its cursed spell. 

Oh I taste it not, its touch is hell: 

For the liquid nectar is alas I 

A melted opal in a glass. 

— AmeUe L*0i9eafa. 

New York, Nov. 10, 18—. 
Mt Deab E — : By some strange happening^ I 
have received a letter from Diok Arthur also, and 
I send you a copy. Hastily^ Bita. 
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"My Deab Littlb Woman: So often my 
thoughts go out to you« and my heart bounds 
-when I think of the times that for a moment I 
caught you in my arms. I blame you for your 
unpremeditated influence. The magnetism that 
lives btneath your command of language, and 
rippling laughter, is the influence that lead a 
man on to the very depths of folly; at which 
your mind revolts, and you condemn. Perhaps 
you are not avrare of it ; but you have La heaute 
du diable or the sins of a widow. Tou have the 
consciousness of experience, and the naivete of 
a child. 

''The combination is dangerous, because it fas- 
cinates. I am way down South, and yet I am 
drawn to you ; in fact impelled to write this let- 
ter that I feel you will never answer, because 
you are stronger than I am. 

"Faithfully your friend, 

"Dick.'* 
New York Nov. 19, 18—. 

My Dbab E — : Perhaps Dick is right. I must 
combat my power with the influence of the soul 
and keep at bay the force of human nature. 
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Bougereau xnade his flow from his brushes to 
the canyas. Cicero permitted his words to fall 
in eloquence from his tongue, while Bernhardt, 
lets hers rush into the genius of her acting. 

Lovingly, Btta. 

New York, Nov. 24, 18—. 
Mt Dsab E — : The M. of M. 's I will leave now 
for the clergymen to take up. Let them preach 
that equality is justice, and demand equal refor- 
mation among the sexes. I write like a reform- 
er; but I feel only that men and women are 
fighting at great odds in the moral code. What 
people so unjustly call the sins of a widow has 
caused me to suffer, and thus taught me that 
much needed virtue, charity. My soul and my 
body are two distinct selves. At times in my 
unhappiness my body has seemed to carry my 
soul to the very brink of destruction; but the 
soul has proved the stronger, and lifted the body 
up. On that plane I have met a man, one who, 
having fought the same battles of life, can under- 
stand, and that man is Donald Duane. 

Lovingly, Bita. 
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Nkw Tobk, Jan. 30, 18 — . 

Mt Dsab E — : Donald Duane was here last 
evening; in faot he has called many times to see 
me in this little home. The other night he was 
talking to the toddlekins,when Baby Toddlekins 
said to him, as he climbed on his knee: ''Say^ do 
you like my mother?" 

''Yes/' he answered. 

**Do you like her very much?'* 

"Yes." 

"Well, do you know what I want?** 

"No, little man." 

"Well, I want a father. " 

So Donald Duane said last night: "Tour baby 
offered me a position the other evening, and I 
accept it now, if you will allow me to. Such 
love as ours is unnecessary to tell in words. I 
only ask you to be my wife. " 

"Will you join my M. of M.'s Society?*' I 
asked smiling demurely. 

Putting one great arm about me and push- 
ing my hair back from my forehead with the 
gentle touch of his strong hand, he looked into 
my face and said: "You little goose: we will 
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liara a aoaetT- of our ova and I will call it iha 
IL and ^ Sociesj." 

"ITLatdoca that signii^?" I asked. 

"Mated and z&arried, " he said tenderljr. I 
scarcely kscw hov to finish this letter, Eatherine, 
bai pietnre all I vosid say, and beliere me. 

Tour loTii;^ friend, Rtta 



Xw Tcai, April 14. 18—. 

Mt Deam K — : Too Tronid not beliere if yon 
eonld see me to-daj that I iras erer worried by 
what people said of "the sins of a widow." I 
am as happy as a lark. We are just old enough, 
and sufficiently wise to combine lore and wis- 
dom : Donald Doane is my husband. 

"Ill loTe him as long as he loTes yon, mother, " 
■sid Baby Toddlekina. 

"And ss long as he loTes ns too," chimed in 
BigBzother. 

''And as long as we all lire to lore, darlings, " 
I replied. For some people only lore to liye, 
and they never find ont how to do even that until 
it is time to die. 

With dearest remembranees, Btta. 
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New Tore, May 5, 18 — . 

Mr Dbab K — : This is the last letter I will 
write you for some time. So you wonder how I 
am sure I love Donald Duane. Well« I will tell 
you. It is not his greats strong, physical self 
alone that I love, but the light that shines forth 
from his eyes and the thoughts that give delicacy 
to his utterances. It is the blending of the body 
and the soul that makes him to me my ideal. 

The people who recognize the beauties of the 
flesh and cannot feel the soul within them seem 
to me like some flowers, that nature has strangely 
omitted to perfume. The atheist who says : ''The 
body dies, and that is all/' may as well assert that 
the stars shine to-night, but that they will neTer 
shine again. How does he know? 

The perfect form that stands before a mirror 
and says : ''I am beautiful, *' and regards only the 
flesh, forgets it is the inner life that giTes intel- 
ligence and beauty to the face. 

"With fondest love, Bita. 
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8. Micah Clarke. By Conon Doyle. 
•. Sport Royal. By Anthony Hope. 

10. The Man in Black By Stanley J. Weyman. 

11. Uncle Tom's Cabin. By Mrs. Stowe. 

12. Beyond the City. By A. Conan Doyle. 
18. Webster's Pronouncing Dictionary. 

14. Cosmopolis. By Paul Bourget. 

15. People's Reference Book. 

18. Around the World m Eighty Days. By Jules Verne. 

17. In Darkest England. By Oen. Booth. 

18. Ships That Pass in the Isight. By Beatrice Harrar 

den. 
18. Nance, a Kentucky Belle. By Miss Greene. 
20. Mark Twain, His Life and Work. By Will IL 

Clemens. 
31. Tom Brown's School Days. By Thomas Hughes. 
22. A Holiday in Bed. By J. M. Barrie. 
28. By Right, Not Law. By R. H. Sherard. 
24. The Child of the Ball. By De Alarcon. 
26. Health and Beauty. By Emily S. Bouton. 

26. Lydia. By Sidney Christian. 

27. Rose and Ninette. By Alphonse Daudet. 

28. A Tale of Two Cities. By Charles Dickens. 



For sale everywhere, or Bent post-paid on receipt of f riatw 

F. TENNYSON NEELT, PubUsiier, 
•6 Queen St., I^ondoiu 1141 FifUli ATe.* If. T. 



NEELY'S 

Popular Library. 

Price, Twenty-fivb Cents 

Cyrano de Bergerac. By Edmond Rostand. 

Success and How to Attain It. By Andrew Carnegie, 

and others. 
The Strolling Piper of Brittany. By J. W. Harding. 
His Baptism of War. By E. K. Hoadley. 
A Bar Sinister. By St. George Rathborne, Author of 

*-Dr. Jaik." 
A Goddess of Africa. By St. George Rathborne, Author 

of *• Dr. Jack." 
Masked in Mystery. By St. George Rathborne, Author 

of **Dr. Jack." 
Her Rescue from the Turks. By St. George Rathborne, 

Author of *' Dr. Jack." 
Saved by the Sword. By St. George Rathborne, Author 

of **Dr. Jack." 
The Girl from Hong Kong. By St. George Rathborne, 

Author of * Dr. Jack." 
Squire John. By St. George Rathborne, Author of 

'* Dr. Jack.' 
Sons of Mais. By St. George Rathborne, Author of 

'* Dr. Jack." 
A Nhw Aristo racy. By Birch Arnold. 
Marjory Mt)ore*8 Lovers. By Adelme Sergeant. 
The Ba< helor and the Chafing Dish. By Deshler 

Welsh. 

An Unusual Husband. By Chandos Fulton. 
The Rise and Fall of the tJ. S. By A Diplomat 
Her Game of Consequences. By Marie Giles. 
His Pretty Cousin. By Katharine Baxter. 

Wot sale everywhere, or Bent post-paid on receipt of prite. 

F. TfiNNTSON N£EL.T, Publlfliier, 
•6 <l«eett Mm I^ndoii. 1141 FlfUi ATe«, If. T* 



NEELY'S 

Popular Library. 

•^ Pbicb, Twenty-five Cents •^ 

The Spider of Truxillo. By Richard Henry Savage. 
After Many Years — Poems. By Richard Henry Savage. 
Sweet Danger. With full-page Illustrations. By ^la 

Wheeler Wilcox. 
In the Day of Battle. By J. A. Steuart. 
A Fascinating Sinner. By Delta. 
Kerchiefs to Hunt Souls. By Amelie l^'ytche. 
The Fortunes of Margaret Weld. By S. M. H. G. 
A Journey to Venus. By G. W. Pope. 
Paola Corletti. By Alice Howard Hilton. 
Two Strange Adventures. By Comwallis. 
My Spanish. Sweetheart. By F. A. Ober. 
The Captain*8 Romance. By Opie Read. 
The Adopted Daughter. By Edgar Fawcett. 
Martha Washington's Cook Book. 
Rented — A Husband. By Voisin. 
A Woman's Mistake, or. On a Margin. By Julius 

Chambers. 
Bom Bart. By J. M. Chappie. 
Bitter Fruits. By M. Caro. (Fully Illustrated.) 
Are We all Deceivers ? By Mrs. Frank Leslie. 
Nye and Rileys's Wit and Humor. 
Bill Nye's Sparks. 

Love Affairs of a Worldly Man. ByMaibelle Justice. 
Was it Suicide ? By Ella Wheeler Wilcox. 
The Major in Washington. 
Father Stafford. By Anthony Hope. 
The Right to Love. By Max Nordau. 
The Comedy of Sentiment. By Max Nordau. 
Master and Man. By Tolstoi. 
In the Toils. By Thomas Ring. 

For sale eyeryvirliere, or sent post-paid on receipt of price. 

F. TfilVBTirsON NEEL.T, Pnblisiier, 
•6 Queen St., Ijondon. 114 Fiitli ATe«« If* T« 



NEELY'S 

Popular Library. 

Pbicb, Twenty-five Cents ^ 

Walewska. By Lina Bartlett Ditson. 

The Madness of Love. By Leonard Gill. 

The French Market Girl. By Emile Zola. 

Sarita. By Major Allen Smith, U. S. A. 

The Invasion of New York. By J. H. Palmer. 

Her Physician. By Andrew D. Spurgeon. 

That Noble Mexican. By T. B. Connery. 

The Barnegat Pirates. By Howard D. Van Sant. 

Mike Simpleton of Ireland. By Slattery. 

Devil Worshippers. By R. M. Lucky. 

The Heai't of It. By William Stoddard. 

Odd Folks. By Opie Read. 

A Mountain of Gold. By Willis Steell. 

One of Earth's Daughters. By Ellen Roberts. 

The Passing of Alix. By Mrs. Marjorie Paul. 

Lunar Caustic. By Charles H. Robinson. 

The Palmetto. By F. S. Heffernan. 

Imola. By F. S. Heffernan. 

Utopia. By Frank Rosewater. 

B]a<*kp Friday. By Thomas B. Connery. 

All the Dog's Fault. By Thomas B. Connery. 

The Malachite Cross, ay Frank Norton. 

Miss Devereux of the Mariquita. By Richard Henry 

Savage. 
In the Old Chateau. By Richard Henry Savage. 
A Daughter of Judas. By Richard Henry Savage. 
The Flying Halcyon. By Richard Henry Savage. 
The Princess of Alaska. By Richard Henry Savage. 
The Anarchist. By Richard Henry Savage. 
For Life and Love. By Richard Henry Savage. 
The Masked Venus. By Richard Henry Savage. 

For Bale everywhere, or sent post-paid ou receipt of price. 

F. TEIVNTSON NEELY, Publisiier, 
•6 Queen St., Ijondon. 114 FifUi ATe.* IV. T« 



NEELT'S 

Universal Library. 



12mo. Paper, 25 Cents 



The Honor of a Princess. By F. Kimball Scribner. 

An Altruist. By Ouida. (Illustrated.) 

Noble Blood. By Capt. Chas. King. 

Kings in Advenity. By E. S. Van Zile. 

Father Stafford. By Anthony Hope. 

The King in Yellow. By R. W. Chambers. 

Trumpter Fred. By Capt. Chas. King. Fully Dlu*- 
t rated. 

The Brown-Laurel Marriage. By Landis Ayr. 

Bijou's Courtships. By Gyp. Illustrated. 

Observations of a Bachelor. By Louis Lombard. 

In the Quarter. By R. W. Chambers. 

A Conspiracy of the Carbonari. By Louise Muhlbaoh. 

A Professional Lover. By Gyp. 

Soap Bubbles. By Max Nordau. 

The Modern Prometheus. By E. Phillips Oppenheim. 
Fully Illustrated. 

The Art Melodious. By Louise Lombard. 

Though Your Sins Be As Scarlet. By Marie Florence 
Giles. 

In the Saddle With Gomez. By Capt M. Carillo. 

A Cavalry Girl. By Elizabeth Harman. 

A Duel of Wits. Illustrated. By E. Thomas Kaven. 

Two Washington Belles. By Lester M. Garcia. 

Smoking Flax. By Hallie Erminie Rives. 



Tor sale everyirhere, or Bent post'-paid on receipt of piloe^ 

F. TEXBnrSON NfiELY, Pobllsker, 
•6 Qncem St., Ijomdom. llAFilUli ATe.* IV. W. 



NEBLT'S 

Universal Library. 



12mo. Paper, 25 Cents 



A Bachelor's Box. By T. C. De Leon. 

The Senator s Wife. By Melville Phillips. 

Richard Judkin's Wooing. By T. Jenkins Hains. 

A Country Tragedy. By F. Cameron Hall. 

A Romance of the West Indies. By Eugene Sue. 

A Vicious Virtuoso. By Louis Lombard. 

The Flight of Icarus. By Jay Robin. 

The Mind Reader. By L. M. PhiUips, M. D. 

The Triumph of Yankee Doodle. By Gilson WUlets. 

Samantha at Saratoga. Illustrated. By Josiah Allan's 
Wife. 

The Treasure of the Ice. By Eugene Shade Bisbee. 

Don Swashbuckler. By Eugene P. Lyle, Jr. 

A Conflict of Sex. By Anna Huntington Birdsall. 

The Little Blind God A- Wheel. By Sidney Howard. 

Floating Fancies. By Clara H. Holmes. 

The Heart of Sindhra. By Frederick Houk Law. 

A City Without a Name. By Dr. E. A. Moody. 

Alliquippa and Dr. Poffenburgh*s Charm. By W. A. 
Holland. 

His Brother's Crime. By John R. Musick. 

The Caruther's Affair. By Will N. Harben. 
Maugis Ye Sorcerer. Illustrated. By F. H. Seymour. 
Gleason's Horse Book. Illustrated. 
A Huguenot Sword. By Jean B. Thill. 



Yor tale eTerywhere, or sent post-paid on receipt of price. 
F. TENIVYSON BIEfiLiT, Publlfliier, 



NEELT'S 

Prismatic_Library. 

Cloth, Fifty Cents. 

Wife or Maid. By M. Douglass Flattery. 

Two Washington Belles. By Lester M. del G«rcia. 

Forest Lily. By James Donald Dun! op, M.D. 

Omega. By ** A Reporter." 

♦Woman Proposes. By Charles E. Leibold. 

Richard Judkins' Wooing. By T. Jenkins Hains. 

A Runaway Couple. By Oliver Lowrey. 

*A Duel of Wits. By E. Thomas Kaven. 

In the Saddle With Gomez. By Capt. M. Carillo. 

Teeth of the Dragon. By David Lowry. 

A Cavalry Girl. By Elizabeth Ilarman. 

A Platonic Experiment. (The Brown-Laurel Marriage.) 
By Landis Ayr. 

Little Ethel. By Philip H. Smith. 

Though Your Sins Be as Scarlet. By Marie Giles. 

The Senator's Wife. By Melville Philips. 

An Innocent Cheat. By T. C. DeLeon. 

Even as You and I. By Bolton HalL 

*The Modern Prometheus. By E. Phillips Oppenheim. 

Just a Summer Affair. By Mary Adelaide Keeler. 

Under the Lion's Claws. By John N. Clarke. 

A Bachelor's Box. By T. C. DeLeon. 

* Indicates that book is illustrated. 



For sale everyvirhere, or sent po8t-x>aid on receipt of price* 

F. TEKnVYSON NEEL.Y, Publisiier, 
96 <|Meem St., Eiondon. 114 FiTtlk Atc., IV. Y. 



NEELT'S 

Prismatic Library. 



Cloth, Fifty Cents. 



Smoking Flax. By Hallie Erminie Rives. 

♦Seven Smiles and A Few Fibs. . By Thomas J. Vivian. 

The Art Melodious. By Louis Lombard. 

An Altruist. By Ouida. 

The Shackles of Fate. By Max Nordau. 

The Wreath of Eve. By Mrs. Arthur Giles. 

Soap Bubbles. By Max Nordau. 

The Honor of a Princess. By F. Kimball Scribner. 

*A Bachelor of Paris. By John W. Harding. 

Reveries of a Spinster. By Helen Da vies. 

Observations of a Bachelor. By Louis Lombard. 

Kings in Adversity. By E. S. Van Zile. 

Noble Blood, and a West Point Parallel. By Capt. 

King. 
♦Trumpeter Fred, By Capt. King. 
Father Stafford. By Anthony Hope. 
The King in Yellow. By R. W. Chambers. 
A. Conspiracy of the Carbonari. By Louise Muhlbach. 
In the Quarter. By R. W. Chambers. 
A Professional Lover. By Gyp. 
♦Bijou's Courtships. By Gyp. 

♦Indicates that book is illustrated. 



For sale everywhere, or sent post-paid on receipt of price. 

F. TENNYSON NEEL.T, Publisher, 
•6 Queen St., I^ondon. 114 FiiUli ATe.» N. T. 



NEELY'S 

Imperial Library. 



Price 25 Cents. 



Facing the Flag. By Jules Verne. 

The Fallen Race. Illustrated. By Austyn Granville. 

Anita, The Cuban Spy. By Qilson Willets. 

Noah's Log Book. By George R. Howell. 

A New Comedy of Errors. Fully Illustrated. By 
William J. Locke. 

The Charlatan. By Robert Buchanan and Henry 
Murray. 

The Land of Promise. Illustrated. By Paul Bourget. 

Burketts Lock. By M. G. McClelland. 

Hypnotism. Illustrated. By Jules Claretie. 

A Daughter of the King. By Alien. 

A Monk of Cruta. Illustrated. By E. Phillips Oppen- 
heim. 

The Gates of Dawn. By Fergus Hume. 

In Strange Company. Illustrated. By Guy Boothby. 

How Women Love. By Max Nordau. 

The Stone Creek Wreck. Illustrated. By W. F. 
Combs. 



For sale everywhere, or sent post-paid on receipt of price. 

F. TEimYSON NEEL.T, Pnblisiier, 
•6 Queen St., Eiomdom. 114 Fiftlt ATe., IV. Y« 



NEELY'S 

CONTINENTAL LIBRARY 



Pftper, 50 Carts. 



Biamftrck: His Life and Times. Bj Ferdinand Sonnen^ 
berg. Illustrated. 

The Malady of the Century. By Max Nordau. 

The Disciple. By Paul Bourget. 

JL Romance of the West Indies. By Eugene Su6. 

The Love of the Princess Alice, By Scribner. 

In Social Quicksands. By Mrs. Laban Smith. 

New York. A Novel. By Edgar Fawcett 

The Social Crisis. By D. Ostrander. 

An Irish Patriot. By Walter Fortescue. 

Within White Walls. By Allan Emory. 

Manila and The Philippines. By Miss Marguerita 
Arlina Hamm. 

The Depew Story Book. By Will Clemens. 

Fighting for Humanity. By General O. O. Howard. 



For sale everyirhere, or sent post-paid on receipt of priee. 

F. TfiNNTSON BIEELT, Pabllfllier, 
9m Qveen St., Eiomdom. 114 Fiftk Atc., IV. T« 



NEELY'S 

CONTINENTAL LIBRARY 



Paper, 50 GmU. 



A Consul to China. By Elisabeth W. P. Lomaz. 

Under Pike's Peak. By Charles F. McKesson. Fully 
illustrated. 

The Stone Giant. By C. C. Dail. 

The Soul of a Woman. By Dolores Marbour|^. 

His Neighbor's Wife. By Gilson WiUete. 

The Spanish Plot. By Frederick A. Randle. 

The Embassy Ball. By Virginia Rosalie Coxe. 

The Tragedy of Ages. By Mrs. I. M. Witherspoon. 

Among the Dunes. By Mrs. D. L. Rhone. 

The Rascal Club. By J. Chambers. Illustrated. 

The Strolling Piper of Brittany. By J. W. Harding. 

My Illegal Wife. By Count Len Zolkoff. 

NQ. By F. A. Randle. 

The Sword of the Pyramids. By Edward L. BilL 

The Girl from Paris. By Roland Oswell Rankin. 



For sale eyerywhere, or geat post-paid on receipt of price. 
F. TEN^TSON ltf£EL.Y, Pnblisker, 



NEELY'S 

WAR PANORAMAS 



Incidtnts tf tht Recent Fight for Hamanity. 



Greater America— A choice collection of 160 full-page 
half-tone photographs. Scenes from Cuba, The 
Philippines, Camp Life, and active warfare. A 
beautiful and instructive work. Cloth, 50c. Paper, 
25c. 

Panorama of Cuba — Havana, Santiago, and other points 
of interest. Paper, 10c. 

Marching Through Cuba — Thirty- two half-tone pictures 
of various incidents of the war. Paper, 10c. 

The Dewey Islands — Manila and The Philippines An 
assortment of views, unique and interesting. 
Paper, 10c. 

Our Boys in Camp— Vivid portraits of actual camp life. 
All pictures taken from life. Many familiar faces 
reproduced. Paper, 10c. 

Defending the Flag — Our troops in action. Live and 
stirring pictures. A splendid collection. Paper, 10c. 



For nle everywhere, or sent post-paid on receipt of price. 
F. TENBnrsON NEELT, Publlfliier, 



NEELY'S 

CHOICE LIBRARY 



Paper, 50 Cents. 



The Daughter of a Hundred Millions. By Virginia Nilei 
Leeds. 

Her Fortune Her Misfortune. By M. E. Baugh. 

True to Themselves. By Alex. J. C. Skeene, M. D. 

Isidra, the Patriotic Daughter of Mexico. By WiUb 
Steell. 

The Mills of Gk>d. By Helen Davies. 

Petronilla, the Sister. By Emma Homan Thayer. FmOj^ 
illustrated. 

Urania. By Camille Flammarion. Illustrated. 

Warrior Gap. By Captain Charles King. 

An Army Wife. Fully illustrated. By Captain Chafte 
King. 

A Garrison Tangle. By Captain Charles King. 

Fort Frayne. By Captain Charles King. 

A Wounded Name. By Captain Charles King. 

A Bachelor of Paris. By J. W. Harding. IllustratecL 

Bill Nye's Remarks. 150 Illustrations. 

The Hand of Fate. By Cheiro. 

The Rebellion of Lil Carringtqn. By Mrs. L. T. Meade. 



For tale eveiywliere, or sent post-paid on receipt of 
F. TENITirSON NEEL.T, Pnblisiier, 



